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Ofall created things, the loveliest 
And most divine are children. 
—William Canton. 
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Dear children, February 94 

‘Not everybody can dash offastory 
easily. And nobody knows this fact better than Raghu. 

"Raghu lives down my street and is fourteen years old. He wants to gain 
fame as a writer. And he came to me for advice. 

“T.cant give you any,” I told him. Then seeing his crestfallen face, I 
added, “Why don’t you write something and show it to me? Maybe I could 
tell you if you need to improve it.” 

Raghu’s face lit up. He dashed out of my house. 

‘The next day was a Sunday. I had my feet up with an early morning 
coffee and the newspaper. The gate creaked. Raghu slowly walked in, 
Sheets of poperin his hand. His hair was unkempt and he wore yesterday's 
clothes. 

“What happened?” I asked. 

“Lsat all night writing,” replied Raghu, “And this is all I did.” 

He showed me two sheets of paper full of crossed-out sentences. 

“You must help me become a writer!” he cried. 

‘This incident made me think. 

That's why I've made this an issue for young writers. 

Read on for hints to make you a better writer. 
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+ Ihave witten so many letters 







Dear Editor, 
2% The Undir family story bas not been 
published inthe December issue. Has itbeen 
stopped? 

Aparn 





’ 


No, Aparna and Anupama. Twrnto page 
46 inthis issue Ea 





ear Editor, 





~~ 
fun but it still eo 
other 1 


lam 





has 50 many pages of 


i less. There ate many 





nes who have less pages but 





‘east mone. How i itso? Do you make a 








Priyanka Garg, aed 10, 


New Bombay 





Ir sencouragement from people lke you 
that heeps us going Priyanka. Ed. 
Dear Editor, 


2B. Gitan 





an "Newspapers" ia the 
January 794 issue, L wish f fell het 
that ‘The Hindu’ of Madeas publish: 


8 four page column AP 


supplement for children 

called ‘Young World om 
Saturdays, 

S.Sandh 

aged 11, 

Madras 

600 061 





Tap 
= Chik 








20 In “The Play", December "93 issue, 
1D. Disrmcndara said that he was listening, 
to the album ‘Bad by Michael Jackson, He 
the song “Thrillr’ was on, But the 
fact is that “Tiriller’ appears in the album 
Thailler® and not ‘Bad’ 
Tam sure all MJ. fans will regard this ws 
ict of great importance 
Kamal Raj, aged 15, 
Stanes HSS, Coimbatore, 














Deat Editor, 
20D. Dharmendra says in “The Play 
isto Bad! and 
that the song “Thrier"wason, Howean that 
tbe when “Thriller” is separate album and 
Bal"? 
R. Anjow Sharon, aged 13, 
thatire = 681 002, 


shat he was i 





docs not appear 0 





Dear Editor, 

22 The picture story “Dr. 
Goats Medicine Box 

lanuary issue was copied from 

Finkle, where itappeared as ‘The 

Brave Goat’. Karthik and 

Rajeshwari have just changed 

the ttle 

G. Pradeep Ram 

rath, aged 11, 

Madras - 600 004 und 

‘V. Hari, aged 8, 


Yes Mor 400 017, 


inthe 











+ Where have the Undis gone? 


Dear Editor, 


- Tm 
1 alphabet 1 my Title serv 





months ago, {began to teach 
gil To my 
surprise, wot only has she learnt to write her 
‘mae, but can also write eters to her sister 
request my “Gokwlam’ friends — can 
cach one of you teach am ili 
your servant's? IL will help us decrease the 
rate ofiliteracy. 





child of 











Dear Laxmi, 
You have not given your address or age 
‘on your letter, Plewse send ittous, Ed 
Dear Eaton, 
22 I hve written several Fetters to be 
published in “Letter Bax" and ‘Viewpoint 
But 1 my disappointanent, 
‘been published, Why’? 








Pooja Sahani, 
Hellampalli = $04 281, 

This is question every 
comribuior 1 
Gatutan’ wks, Pooja, 1 


other 






3 
; 
5 


fam sure you understand, Ed, 


Snippets from our readers 
2 The cutout doll ‘Sula Ganvary 
issue) was beautiful! {coloured her ghagta 
tos ith is pati 

it inoue show-ease. 





1 colours. H kept 
Everyone asked me 





is ged 12, 
Madras 89. 








29 made many more dresses tr 
hu, on my Ov 





Mant ged 14, 
Siem = 636 00, 





22 Tiked the December issue very 


nue, Feven tiked “Tie Skink’. Mind never 








hard of it before. Now Fave a new anima 

rae For the game “Nane-Phice-Aninia 
‘Thin 

J."Phirumuatest aged 13, 

Mangalore - $60 07 


20 The essty ‘God, Baal or Uxly” by 





Swarm Krishnan Qanuaty ise) ay 90 
perh, 
1, Vishvesh, Hyderabu, 
sand R. Hal, Coimbator 
20 The ‘Srory of the Sun (aw 





Jase) was great, Hike it-yery meh 
S.Sivinkuma 





© In the January issue, Appu (App 
ami Kuki) 8d ot have the plaster on his 


forehead. Why? 





The plaster appears only when nansgty 
App has het hime Eu 
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66 nd that’s the story 

of the great king 

Manu Needhi 

Cholan,” the teacher shut the 

book and laid it on the desk. 

He looked up to find the 
young prince in tears. 

I too,” said the prince, “Am 

jing to ask father to hang a huge 

bell outside the 
palace.” 

‘The shining 


new bell was huge. A structure 
was built specially for it. It had 
been constructed in the middle 
of the marketplace. But the bell 
was never used. The king ruled 
so well, that his citizens were 
happy and contented. 

‘Time passed. The old king 
died. The little prince, now 
quite grown up, became king 
and a son was born to him. 

The bell hung forlorn and for- 
gotten in the deserted old 
marketplace. The bell-rope 
had frayed and fallen away 
The structure now had 
vines crawling over it. 
Some passer-by, to amuse him- 
self, had tied a vine to the gong 
of the bell. 





nthat city, lived arich miser. 
He had an old horse which 
had served him well for a 








conten 6 


BELL O 





decade and half. Now old, and 
not very strong, it was of no use 
to him. The selfish man simply 
stopped feeding the horse and 
turned it out of his house. 

The poor old horse roamed 
hither and thither, eating a lit- 
tle grass and the few plants it 
saw. Whenever it wandered 
into a garden, it 
was chased out by 
the owners. 


















—————— 
Finally, the hungry horse 





STORIES 
RETOLD 





reached the deserted market- 
place. Seeing the vine that grew 











the miser stood 
before the 
ruler whinning 


like a rat. 

“Sire! This 
horse is not useful 
to me anymore! It 
takes money to 

4 feed an animal like 





this. Why should I 
keep him in my 

J {house?” 

“I see,” replied 

the king. “What 


i work do you do?” 









“[ don’t work, 
my Lord,” replied 
the miser, “I have 
enough money to 


iz \\\ 3 
through the bell gong, it lifted ji. on» 
its head and reached for it. “The king looked atthe crowd, 


tne colD COLL 


Iwo men were once walking 
along a pathway in a 
One of them noticed 
something glittering on the 
ground. It turned out to be a 
gold coin. The other traveller 
said, “It’s a lucky day for us.” 
“Don't say ‘us',” said the first 


one, “It’s my lucky day.’ 


fores 





S ometime later, the two men 
saw a bunch of masked men 
run towards them. 

“Robbers!” they gasped. 

‘The traveller who had found 
the gold coin whispered,“We're 





ATINY STORY 














in trouble! Those men will beat 
us up ang take away our coin.” 





“Don't say ‘us’, replied the 
other traveller. “You are in 
trouble. Not me.” 


N. Rajendran, 
Madras 600 040. 
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START WITH Ris. 25-ANO THEN DEPOSIT 
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COVER STORY 


@& 


‘ow will it feel to have a 
story you wrote publish- 
ed as a book? 


“Great,” says Maya, smiling 
shyly, “It feels good.” 

Meet fourteen-year-old 
Maya Chandrasekaran. You 
might have read a few poems of 
hers in the previous issues of 
‘Gokulam’, As well as two 
stories, Driver Dilemma and 
Star Struck”, 

Well, Maya had her first 
book published by Writers 
Workshop, Caleutta, recently. It 
is called SJanaki’s First Term’ or 
‘Strange Doings at Greyfield 
Manor’, and is something like 
Enid Blyton’s St. Clare's and 
Mallory Towers series. 





DP aaa. 


ME: isa IXth std. student 
of Sacred Hearts in Ban- 
galore. And writing comes as 
easily to her as breathing! 

“| write as soon as an idea is 
fresh in my mind,” she says. “I 
just have to write it down then.” 

So if inspiration strikes her 





ig in the car, or 
while in the swimming pool, she 











“June “93 and January 


I write as 
soon as an 
idea is fresh 
n my mind. | 
just have to 
write it down 





ion OD 


grabs the nearest possible 
paper and pen and jots it 
down. 


Wiz has had a back- 
ground that has en- 
couraged writing. Born in Ban- 
galore, she shifted to Tanzania 
in East Africa at the age of 442. 
There, she studied at the Inter- 
national School, where her 
mother taught. 


MEET 
MAYA 


School life was good for 
Maya. She had no tests or 
homework — just a series of 
projects on different topics. 








14 issues, rexpectively. 
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A YOUNG WRITER SPEAKS 


“They encouraged creati- 
vity,” says Maya's mother. 

So, Maya wrote essays 
stories and creative articles 
the time. 


riting a story for Maya 

night be like breathing, 
but she puts in a lot of har 
work too. 

“IT have a notebook in 
which I jot down my new 
ideas and charact "she 
says. 

‘And peneil and paper 
are wi she finds most 





















r some reason, 
says Maya's father, , 
laughing, “She seems to.” § 
favour yellow paper!” 

Paper diaries. 
pads — these are 
never safe from 
Maya’s restless 
fingers. 
“If we want to 
keep a diary or a 
pad, we have to 
hide it from 








her," joins in Mrs. Chandrasok- the manuscript aga 
aran, “She just picks up every thought it was just too western- 
diary or pad she finds and ized and re-wrote it. Thus was 
begins to write on it.” born Janaki’s First Term’ in its 
“T write on impulse,” says final form. 
Maya, "I can’t fore myself to ‘The next two novels of the 
write. 1 can never Write tO ae eee ee oe 
deadline.” series have been written too. 
‘They centre around other 
ix months before the book heroines, not Janaki, but have 
was published, Maya been set in the same school - 
the actual story. When she read _ Greystone Manor. 
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FROM MAYA AND GOKULAM 


Misa 


TIPS TO GOOD 
WRITING 


1, To write, you have to read. 
a lot. It improves your 
vocabulary. Maya loves reading. 
Anything from Nancy Drew, 
Hardy Boys, Louisa M. Alcott, 
the Chalet School series and old 
classics are reading material. 

2, Write down your ideas as 
they come to you. Keep a note- 
book specially for this purpose. 

3. Get into the mind of your 
characters, They can never be 
realistic if they are too good or 
too bad. They should be human. 

4. Take a break if you get 
stuck at some point in your story. 
(That's what Maya does). When 
you go back to it fresh, you'll get 
better ideas. 

5, Never force yourself to 
write. 

j. Most important of all, you 
have to think in the language 
you want to write. Suppose you 
want to write in English, try 
your best to think in English too. 
Words and sentences will flow 
naturally. . 





e have yet to key itin,” 
says Mr. Chandra- 


6 


sekharan, 

Key it in? you may ask. Well, 
the family has a Personal 
Computer, which, Mr. 
Chandrasekharan bought for 
his own use. But Maya and 
Madhav (her seven year old 
younger brother) were more in- 
terested in it than he was. They 
began to play computer games 
on it, write on it, ete. 

“T can only use my two 
forefingers,” says Maya, who 
sometimes uses the computer to 
write, 


‘aya has sent her stories 

to publications other 
than ‘Gokulam’ too. She has 
sent them to Deccan Herald, 
and The Times of India. Recent- 
ly ‘Sisters’, a short story of hers 
won a prize in a competition in 
‘Target’, magazine for young, 
people. 

Maya's had her share of 
rejection slips tod. 

“A paper which runs a 
children’s section returned her 
story once,” recounts her 
mother, “They politely wrote 
saying that the language and 
writing seemed to be too good 
for a child her age.” 





‘adhav, gets the urge to 
write too. 

“He writes pretty myste- 

rious and philosophical- 
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To write, 


ee 


improves 
your 


you have to 
read a lot. It 





year, @S 


sounding things,” 
Chandrasekharan. 

“One story went something 
like this,” says his wife, “He 
wrote — ‘And the rich became 
richer’ 

‘That drew a laugh from all 
of us. 

“Or sometimes,” says Mr. 
Chandrasekharan, “He just 
keys in alphabets like 
ByksyBane” 


says Mr. 








ya's friends at school 
liked her book a lot. 

“They want to read the next 
book now,” says Maya. 

Friends and well-wishers 
who have read the book have 
enjoyed it. 

‘Janaki’s First Term’ is a 
very enjoyable school story. It is 
all about a bunch of normal, or- 
dinary kids in a residential 
schooi called Greyfield Manor. 





‘The girls have their usual fun 
and games, adventures like you 
and I might have. 

“I try to make my characters 
as human as possible,” says 
Maya. 

It makes good reading as 
any Enid Blyton, perhaps even 
better. For all the action takes 
place right here —in the places 
we know. 

“Why did you follow the Enid 
Blyton style?” we asked Maya. 

“I did it consciously,” she 
replies, “And I enjoyed writing 
it. 

‘The book is fresh and inter- 
esting. You can't put it down, 
once you begin reading it. It’s 
only drawback perhaps, is the 
style of the famous author that 
it reflects. 

Great going, Maya. Keep it 

up! 
. Our Staff Reporter 
Photos by Gopinath 





is available at 
1. VIDYA VIHAR, 140, R. H. Rood, 


Apex Plaza, 3, Nungambakkam High 





It is priced at Rs. 80/- 


Janaki’s First Term by Maya Chandrasekaran 


SAGAR, 7, Gopalapuram, 1st Street, Madras - 86 and at 3, LANDMARK, 


‘BOOK SHOP, Bangalore; 5. GANGARAM'S BOOK BUREAU, Bangalore. 


Luz Corner, Madras - 4; 2. VIDYA 


Road, Madras - 34; 4. PREMIER 








Conse 15 Feeney 34 





(@ y 
home 


Q: What did one tonsil say to 
another? 

A: You'd better get dressed. 
The doctor's taking us out 
today. 





@ Where do you got satis- 
faction from? 
A: From a satisfactory! 





Name one important 
thing we did not have 50 years ago. 
Ravi: Me! 





C. Sandhya, aged 13, 
‘Trichy 14. 








@& What do you call a letter 
that’s dropped down achimney? 

‘A: Blackmail! 
Royston Affonso, aged 14, 
Bombay 400 058. 








‘Cause he called my father 





MN. Vijay, aged 14, 
Hiriyur. 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 













"twas about eleven in| 
~“the night. Seethal 
was watching an aetidn |! 
film on T.V, i 

“Tak, Tak!” shel} 
heard a noise. I 

It was from her|| 
neighbour's house. Her || 
heart missed a beat.|) 
Her neighbours had left 
for Delhi just that 
morning. She looked at 
their house. Through 
the window she saw 
some figures moving 
about in the dark. They 
were trying to break a 
cupboard! 
Robbers! For a mo 
ment, she wonde 
what to do, She decided 
not to shout for help. 
“Let me cateh the 
fellows,” she decided. “If 
I shout, they will surely 
run away. 

‘Then an idea struck 
hor. 


H er house was in 
“the middle of 
high-rise buildings 
which were not yet 
ready for sale. Painting 
and plumbingjobs were These workers often watched films 
still to be completed. Soon T.V. in her house. Her parents did not 
some workers stayed mind them dropping in for that once in 
there during the nights _a while. SoSeetha knew them quite well. 
too. Seetha increased the volume of the 
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‘TV. so that it could be heard in 
the nearby buildings. The 
workers heard it and came 
flocking to her house wondering. 
what was wrong. 

The robbers in the next 
house did not bother about it. 

Robbers have entered the 
hhext house,” Seetha told the 
workmen, “That's why I called 
you here, Just wait near the 
‘door. When they come out, catch 
them!” 


One of the workers went to 
call the police. 


N sooner had the robbers 
opened the door, than they 
were surrounded by a crowd of 
hefty men! 

Beaten up by the workers, 
the robbers were out of breath 
when the police jeep arrived. 
‘They were taken into custody. 
‘The court ‘awarded’ them three 
months imprisonment. 

‘Thereafter, Sectha was 
talked of as ‘the brave and 


clever girl’ by the local 
people and the police. Sud- 
denly, she became very 
‘famous’. Her neighbours 
were so grateful that they 
praised her to all and 
sundry. 


ree months later, 
the robbers were 
released from jail. They 


vowed revenge against the 
girl responsible for their 
arrest. 

“Let's kill her,” they decided 
among themselves. 

One night they quietly crept 
into Seetha’s garden, 

“Ting, Ting,” they rang the 
door bell. Seetha, who was as- 
lecp heard the bell. Her parents 
had gone out. Only her younger 
other and aged grandmother 
were with her. 

“Mom and dad have 
returned," she thought. 

Half asleep, she opened the 
door. 





S otha was pushed inside by 
the robbers. The next mo- 
ment, she was wide awake, The 
robbers laughed evilly. 

“{t was you who sent us to 
jail! Now we shall send you to 
heaven, no to hell, probab! 

One of them drew a sharp 
knife from his ragged shirt. 
Another held Scetha tightly. 
There was no way of escapel 
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‘The man with the knife ad- 
vanced towards her. Seetha 
struggled to free herself. It was 
of no use, 


see ” Seetha gave a 
loud ery. The next mo- 
ment, she was woken up by a 
punch from her sister, 


“Shut up! I am fed up with 
you, shouting and kicking at 
nights! All because of the films 
you watch! Now keep quiet and 
g0 to sloop! 


‘A. Sangeetha, 
Madras 600 102. 








POETRY 





KINGS 


‘The Sun is up in the 
It looks very bright. 


And the moon, we know why, 
Is not at all in sight! 





Sun, is the king of day, 
Moon is the king of night. 


But they are not enemies, 
So they will never fight. 


C. Subhasini, aged 11, 
Coimbatore - 641 018, 


Ne 
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EARTHQUAKES 











THEY CAN FORESEE 





AX earthquake occurs when 
a block of rock moves 
under pressure, slips past 
another, or moves on a faulty 
plane, releasing destructive 
energy waves. While Geo- 
physicists go through the 
microprobe analysis, you may 
be surprised to know that some 
animals can foretell the coming 
of an earthquake in no uncer- 
tain terms, 


Ants are very sensitive 
to certain changes in na- 
ture, Vibrations, sounds, ultra 
sounds and smells are recorded 
in their systems, and their 
reflexes are much faster than 
that of human beings. So they 
are able to feel even the 
slightest of changes. Displace- 
ment of ground particles and 
changes in the magnetic field 
are easily recognized by them. 
Pune based geologist, Prof. 
Deshpande, says that fear of the 
unknown, and 

unexpected chan- 2 

ges send warning 


signals and make them very 
autious. 


omestic animals like cows, 

horses and pigs refuse to 
enter their normal cattleshed or 
igsty prior to such quakes. 
They also refuse to be bound by 
tethers. They come out into the 
open. Dogs dig up mud, and 
could become very ferocious 














EARTH Quake! 
EARTHQUAKE! 


WHO SAID THAT? 








Rodents (like 
rats) come out of 
their holes. Pigs 
move round and 
round. Crabs 
come out of their 
sand houses, and 
move in groups, 
Tortoises come 
out of water, Even 
wild animals 
come out of their 
dons. 







n May 1976 
Italy ex- 
perienced an 





earthquake, Cats 
and mice left their 
hideouts much 
tremors began. 

In China too, before an 
earthquake, Pandas held up 


before the 





OH cos My cow 
WARNED ME YESTERDAY! 
‘Bot TDD NOT 
gEvIEVE IT! 






their heads and screamed, 
while swans came out of water! 
The Hoching quake took place 
in 1975. A month before the 
quake, rats behaved in a 
strange way — they came out of 
their holes, and could be easily 





caught, 
other 
manner! 


ig were biting each 
id acted in a confused 








Among the aquatic crea- 
tures, fishes are most sensitive 
to changes in electro magnetic 
fields. 

Probably man could avert 
some disasters, if he pays atten- 
tion to the extraordinary be- 
haviour of animals! 








KRISHNAVENT 
RANGANATHAN 

















SCIENCE FICTION 








‘ *Geeror her mother’s 

olce tang out from the 
house, "'Comein! | don't know 
why you're in the outhouse 
st Your exams are over! 
Come to sleep!"* 

“No, mummy!'' Seema 
called back from the out. 
house. "I am going to sleep 
here today!” 

Hermothersighedandshut 
the door. 

Seema was only in the 
tenth standard, But she knew 
more than what was taught in 
school, Most of the time, she 
was busy reading or ex- 
perimenting in science and 
maths, 

The outhouse was a small 
toom with a bathroom, It was 
In a comer of the sprawling 
garden, and quite away {rom 
the house. Seema used this 
place as her study cum lab. 
She hated anybody to disturb 
her here, Even her parents 
never intruded, 

Seema was now engrossed 
in trying to solve a compll- 
cated maths problem given to 
her by the class-brain Radha. 
Engrossed in her equations, 
she suddenly fell asleep! 











tof a sudden, she awoke 

and lay staring at the cell 

ing 

“What woke me up?" she 

wondered, “Did | switch off 
the light?" 





As she put out her hand to 
vitch it on, two things hap- 
pened atonce. The entire out- 
house began to shake, and 
her outstretched hand 





touched something cold and 
clammy. Her heart missed a 
beat 













































“Am | dreaming?” she  conicalface with dark big eye 
thought. She shut her eyes patches on either side. It had 
tightly in fear. @ spring-like elongated neck, 

As she opened them. she two short hand-like op: 
saw astiange creature stand-  pendages, and two long-leg 

twasstaringat ike attachments. 
it moved slowly, and asit Seema tried toscream, but 
did'so, it’s body glowed witha could not find her voice. Sud- 
faint light. It had a brownish 




































denly. in a flash, the creature 
disappeared! Seema jumped 
out of bed, switched on the 
light, ond ran out in search of 
it. But all was calm and quiet 
No sign of anything unusual. 

Seema stood still for a mo- 
ment, then laughed at herself 
for taking this thing so seriously. 

“| must have dreamt it,"* 
she thought. 


ne next morning, 
Seema was more 
preoccupied than 
usual. 
“What's the mat- 
ter?’* asked her 
mother. “Are you 
wortied about some- 


thing?” 
“Can dreams 
come true, 


mummy?" asked 
Seema, 














“well replied 
mother, "Some people think 
they do, butrankly, | don’t!"” 

Seema bit het tong. 
Should she tell her moth 
‘dream’? How would her 
mother take it? 

“No,” she decided, 
“Mother might ban me from 
entering the outhouse 
again.”* 

“Seema!” hetmother 
“Ineed alot of help from you 
tonight. Papa’s friends are 
coming for dinner. 

Seema was really busy that 
evening. By the time the table 
was cleaned after the guests 
had gone, it was nearly mid 
night 

“Oh God 
denly 




















the solution to her problem 
tomorrow! 

She hurried to her outhous 
study. Finishing the problem, 
she fell a: 





Sv. woke up feeling 
strange. Something was 
softly tickling her face. 
woke up, and what did sh 
see? The same crea! 

had visited ner the previous 
night Seema 

first in 


dumbstruck. H 
was to scream and run away. 










upstaring blindly at the 


quite friendly, 
gan making gesture 
vith its stunted ‘arms’. Seema 
could not understand 
‘Who are you? What do 
you want?" Seema croaked 
Suddenly, it vanished, 
m | dreaming again?’ 






































ne next morning, Seema 

blurted out the encounter 
to her parents. They were 
quite hortified. And as ex- 
pected her mother said, 
“Never go to the outhouse 
again! If could be an evil 
split!” 

“Now don't put ideas into 
her head!" said her father, 
"she's been reading toomuch 
science-fiction of late. It's just 
her overactive imagination," 

But Seema was not allowed 
into the outhouse at all 
























She became dull and ob- 
sessed with her encounters. 

“Was it an E.1.?"" she 
wondered often, “I wish | 
could meet it again.”* 





ne dark night, it was rain 

ing heavily. Seema could 
not sleep. She quietly sipped 
out of the house and ran 
towards her study. She 
‘opened the door siowly. There 
s100d the strange creature os 
if waiting for her. 

“‘Hello!'’ cried Seema, 
“who are you?’ 

The creature looked at her, 
and began to edge towards 
the door. 

“Stop! Don't gol’ cried 
Seema putting out her hand, 
“Be my ftienail"* 

But the creature vanished 
through the door. Seema ran 
out into the rain. An object 
flashed into the sky, zoomed 
across into the horizon and 
vanished. The next moment, it 
was dark again. 

“Come back! Come 
pack!’ Seema found that she 
was whispering the words, 
standing in the rain. 

“How long have | been 
here?” she wondered. She 
tumed to the outhouse. 


inside, she was astonished to 

Jsee something glowing on 
the table. She hurriedly put on 
the light. It was a beautiful 
concn full of shining 
diamonds! 

“Oh! What a beautiful 
thing!’ she exclaimed. Was it 
{@ parting gift from an alien? 
Seema fell asleep, clutching 
the object to her heart. 

Moming. Not finding 
Seema in her room, her 
Parents ran towards the out- 
house. They found her fast as- 
leep, completely wet. They 
woke Nef up and took her 
back into the house. 


A little later, her father ex- 
claimed, “Look! Here's 
news feport that says that a 
UFO has been spotted in our 
grea!" 

Seema smiled and showed 
the strange gift her parents. 
They looked at each other 
dumbstruck. 

That night, Seema sat inher 
study looking at the precious 
itt. 

“will he ever come back 
again?" she wondered. “Bye 
friend!"” 

SYOTHI PRABHA 














Q + When is it bad luck to 
have a cat follow you? 
A. When you are a mouse. 
R. Anoop, aged 12, 
Bangalore - 560 016. 
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MOMENTS 


Many a meting moment in my ie, 
Have made me ery and laugh. 

The datfodiis melted Wordsworth’s heart. 
The evening sunset melted mine. 


Ass the evening sun set, 

‘The whole sky became red, 

Itwas a very nice scene for a painter, 
‘And ance scene for a poor hard worker. 


Ira poet had seen the scene, 

He would have written a poem so fine, 
As the darkness gained power, 

‘The sun behind the mountains went lower. 








lis Goe's creative powers, 
That brings us happiness, 
As the moon showered ts light, 
I retired for the night. 
Mahesh Yapamakula, aged 15, 
Dindigul - 628 007. 
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PHOTO FEATURE ——— 















Ors 
morning, 
Samir was sit- 
ting on the ter- 
race with his 
back to the sun. 
Allaround him lay scattered art 
materials - paints and inks of 
different colours, a tube of gum, 
and some clean sheets of paper 
But there were no pencils, 
sketch pens or brushes! What 
was he upto? Samir loved paint 
ing and drawing. But this time, 
he was trying something new - 
something which his friend 
Sushil had suggested tohim the 
day before, 

He folded a sheet of papor 
longitudinally into two equal 
parts. He then opened it out 
again, Samir spread afew drops 
of gum here and there. He then 








sprinkled paint and ink hap- 
hazardly. He folded the paper in 
its fold and pressed it. 


Gini opened it out. The ink 
and gum mixture had 
spread in all directions. It had 
formed designs in different 
colours and shapes. 

Samir tried it out again, 
‘This time he applied pressure 








on different parts of the paper 
to help the paints spread even- 
ly. 

“It's time to open it out,” 
Samir whispered in excitement 
(Ho me 
(te cotcen *) 














This time it was really 
fantastic. The ink had 
spread to almost every 
corner of the paper. It 
had formed so many 
beautiful shapes and 
designs in different 
colours. 

Samir looked at his 
painting. The shapes 
were unfamiliar yet 
familiar 








ust then, Revathi, 

his younger sister 
skipped onto the ter- 
race, 
“What's this 
mir?" she asked in 
surprise 

“This is my new art 
venture he replied 
proudly, “Pell me, how 
many figures can you 




















see in this pictur 


thi 
nining the pic- 


“Hey!” 
cried, after « 
ture for some time. I can see 








four lions, a rose, two dogs and 
two moons!" 

She gazed at the picture for 
some more time. 
1,” she said 
like a face!” 





“That 








ce there two butter! 









Samir pointed ot n't 
this look like a bone? 
“[sn’t it fantastic?” Revathi 









exclaimed, “How did you do it?” 





B1-. 





“1'll tell you,” Samir replied, 
“But first let me show this to 
mum and dad.” 


il betes Revathi and Samir 
made one more painting. 
Once it was completed, they 
ed carefully through it to 
spot all familiar shapes and ob- 
It was like an easy 
crossword. They enjoyed them- 
selves very much. 
y friend Sushil taught me 
is,” Samir told Revathi, “It is 
led the ‘spread-ink process’ 
























‘The gum makes the ink and 
paint firm, and sometimes even 
givesit anew colour and shape.” 

“What fun!” Revathi had put, 
ablob of red paint on the paper. 
'scall itsomething else,” 
“L know! We'll call it 
‘Colour Fun!" 

Samir and Revathi had a 
fun-filled morning on the ter- 





When 1 am sad, 
When things turn bad, 


One person is there, 
‘To put things right. 
Whom do you think it is? 


He solves all my problems, 
He listens to my woes, 
His eyes always twinkle 
And he 








When Tam. 
He succeeds 






ry unhappy, 
ajifly 


Dear Archana, 





When everything seems to be hard, 


Yes! It is my great, loving dud! 


ices everything simple, 


‘To make me give a tearful smile, 
Which lasts for a very long while! 


i 
| You have not given your address, Please send it to us. 


race, By the end of it, there were 
quite a few stains on their 
hands and faces. But did they 
mind? 

“Lam going totell my friends 
about it,” said Revathi skipping 
towards the phone, “Gosh! 
What fun!” 





NILAMBAR RATH 


MY DAD 


A. Archana, aged of 


Ed. 
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A cycle bell fang. it was the 
postman. Sheela ran outside. 
‘Among the letters. was a parce! 
for her. She ran with itto her room 
and hurriedly opened the brown 
paper covering. It contained the 
latest issue of Gokulam. Sheela 
was overjoyed. Published in it. 
Was @ story written by her! She 
began fo jump up and down in 
joy! 

THUMP! 

Sheela gave a shriek asshe hit 
the floor, bedclothes all around 
her, it had been a dream! Sorry 
and sad, Sheela looked at the 
clock, 2.00 a.m. She climbed 
back into bed and covered her 


ONE MORE 


face with a blanket. 


The next day 
was a dull day for 
Sheela. She had written many 
stories and had sent it only to one 
magazine — Gokulam. But all her 
stories had been fejected. She 
was really depressed, She felt her 
talent went unnoticed. She 
waited for every issue hoping 
that some story of hers would ap- 
peat in it. But it did not happen. 

“Why does the editor always 
teject mystories?”” she askedher- 
self. "Maybe lam unlucky.”* 


CHANCES 


She began to lose con- 
fidence. Though she wanted to 
give up story-writing, she 
decidedto give herself one more 
chance. Thinking that she could 
succeedthistime too, she posted 
the last story she had written, 


A tew doys later, she sat by 
herself, wondering how fantastic 
it would be if her dream came 
true 

“is it possible?" she asked 
hersel 

The cycle bell rang just then. 
It was the postman as usual 


in 






The latest issue of Gokulom 
had come! She tore away the 
wrapping and leafed quickly 
through the pages. I was there! 
Thatloststoryshe had wiittenhad 
been published! 

Sheela gave a whoop of joy. 
tt was the happiest moment in 
her life. 


S.Sornam, 
Bangalore - 560 038. 
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AWLIOd 





Y" see, I am 
very fond of 
books. From my 
nursery years, 1 


loved reading. 
Whether I read a 
book or not, 


whether I liked it 
or not, | hated 
parting with it! 1 
never had the 
heart to give 
books away! [had 
a huge bundle of 








FEGT OF NEGLECT! 


books, but I was not satisfied. I 
wanted to collect more and more 
ofthem. Thus it came tobe, that 
I began to pile more and more 
on what began as a bundle. 


One day, I was bathing, 
when I heard'a sudden scream 
from my room. [ hurriedly com- 
pleted my bath, and ran in, 
There stood my mother, her 
hands full of dirt and cobwebs. 
Surprised, | looked around. My 
book pile lay collapsed around 
her. They were damaged by ter- 
mites and silver-fish! Worse 
was to follow. Small cock- 
roaches, big ones, spiders, ants 
and bugs were running all 
round my room, and even my 
bed! 








MY LOVE FOR BOOKS 


I could not sleep that night. 
T had cleaned the room, but I 
was not completely successful. I 
got really bitten. 


‘The next day, all my 
favourite books found their way 
to the dustbin. All kinds of Rus- 
sian and other foreign books lay 
tattered and torn, 

Since then, I have never 
bundled my books like that. I 
have arranged them neatly on 
shelves, and keep dusting and 
cleaning them from time to 
time. But my book collection is 
now reduced to a bare mini- 
mum. 


M. Dharmarajan, aged 10, 
Svarna School, Calcutta. 
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IT had been the last day 
of school. Sister and 
Brother Undirt were back 
home at their brown and 
white tree house. The 
banyan tree inwhich the Undir family 
had made their home was a large 
and shady tree, with many aerial 
roots hanging down. It was a very 
cozy house and the Undir family 
loved it. 
nat are we going to do in the 
summer holidays, Mama?” asked 
Brother Undir. 
"Yes, what?” asked Sister. 
“Well, 
thought you litle 
holiday homework to finish!” 
no!” exclaimed Brother. 
“That's right! But it's not fair!” 
jut Mama! We cant be doing 
homework all the time, can we?” 
Sister Undir protested. “Besides, 
Papa and you will be at work all 
day. Who will play with us?” 


Mi ma laughed. She 
teasing. ‘Actually, Pay 
thought you might like to go to 
Mooshakpur. Aaji and Aajoba’* 
‘would love to have you visit forsome 
time!” 

* UNOIR i the word for MOUSE in Marat, 
the language commonly spoken In| 
Maharashtra. 


“if both of you finish your 
holiday homework in two weeks 
time, Mama and | could take some 
time off from office and come with 


exclaimed Brother 


“Will both of you really take 
Jeave and come with us to Aaji 
place?” Sister asked hopefully, 

Sister and Brother were al- 
ready excited about the whole 
id 

‘Does it mean we'll travel in 
train and carry packed food? 
asked Brother. 

“{love train picnics!" exclaimed 
Sister. 

"But | don't like train toilets!" 
protested Brother. 

“We can play cards in the 
train!" Sister announced happily. 


protested Sister, “We 
have to take turns!” 





CRGA PPD 





STORIES FOR YOUNG READERS 


“Hold it! Hold it!” sai Mama. 
“We've written to Aaji but havent 
got a reply from Mooshakpur yet.” 

“and, besides, neither of you 
have promised to finish your 
holiday homework in time!” said 
Papa Undir 

“| guess no work means no 
holiday!" said Sister. “I promise 
finish mine in two weeks or less! 
she added solemnly, holding up 
her right hand as if taking an oath. 

“Me too!” agreed Brother, 
mimicking Sister Undir. 

“That settles it!” said Papa. “Il 
book tickets two weeks from now. 
Mama and | will stay at Mooshak- 
pur for a week.” 

“Yes. And you two can stay on 
longer,” said Mama 

“For about a month,” agreed 
Papa. 

“PROVIDED...” began Mama. 

“We finish our homework!” 
completed Sister Undir. 

“And PROVIDED. 
Papa 

“Aaji and Aajoba agree! 
finished Brother, 

“And further PROVIDED.....” 
said Mama. 

“We agree to be good!” con- 
cluded Sister, 











” began 


Just then the postman knocked. It 
jwas a telegram! 
“A telegram!” exclaimed Sister 
Undir, “Who ist from?” 
I's from Aaii said Mama. 
‘Hurry up Mama, read it!” 
urged Brother. 
‘Mama read out loud: 
ARRIVING MONDAY MAY 10 
BY NIBBLE EXPRESS. 
PLEASE RECEIVE. AAJI. 








“Oh goodness!” exclaimed 
Sister. 

“There go our holiday plans!" 
said Brother sounding disap- 
pointed. 

“Tomorrow is the 10th! We 
need to go to the station to pick up 
grandma!” said Papa Undir. 

The next day all the four 
members of the Undir- 
family went to 
receive 













grand 
ma at the 
station. 
“Aajil’’ 
shouted Sister 
Undir, spotting Aali 
first. Brother began to 
wave his hands above 
his head trying to get Aaji's 
attention. Aaji hugged Mama 
Undir and patted Papa on the back. 
“This is indeed a pleasant 
‘surprisel” said Papa. “But what 
‘about Aajoba? How come you've 
come by yourself?” 
“Give me some time and I'l 
explain!” said Aaji. 
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hen 

they were 
back home at their cozy 
banyan tree house, Aaji said 
“We got the letter about Sister and 
Brother spending summer with us. 
I've just come to pick you kids u 
Otherwise Mama and Papa would 
have to try and get some leave twice 
once to drop you both at Mooshak- 
pur and again to pick you up. 

“That was really thoughtful of 
you!" said Mama Undir 

“But we've promised to fini 
our homework first! How can we 
‘come right away?” asked Sister 
a worried voice. 

“Well, | plan to stay for a week. 
That should give you enough time’ 
replied Aaj 

““'m really going to work fast! 
declared Sister 

“So am I” agreed Brother. 

So Sister Undir_and Brothe 
Undir set to work. They wor 
after breakfast. And they wor 
after lunch every day. In the eve 
ings they showed Aaji U; 
around the tree house. It was 
lovely banyan tree house agr 
‘Aaji. She particularly liked t 
hanging aerialroots. Aajievent 
to swing on them! Weren't Sist 
and Brother impressed! 

















‘con all the holiday homework 

was done and it was time to be 
off to Mooshakpur with Aaji. Papa 
made a pile of cucumber sand 
wiches and six hard boiled eggs to 











take 
along. He 
also packed 
some cheese 
which all of them 
loved. Mama Undit 
made delicious parathas 
and potato-bhaji. Aaji made 
some yummy rice pulao, Sister 

Unair filed up three large bottles of 
water to drink onthe journey. Brother 
wanted to carry popcorn. Sister 
Undir wanted potato chips. And Aali 
loved chocolates! So packets of pop- 
com and chips and some chocolates 
were packed as well. And they were 





waved 
Sister Undir. 

‘Bye!” said Brother in a small 
voice, suddenly uncertain about 
whether he wanted to be away 
from Mama and Papa for a whole 
month! 

“Don'tbe such a baby!" teased 
Sister Undir 

‘Come, sit by me”, said Aali to 
Brother. 

Soon Brother forgot his worries 
and was walking up and down the 
train, This particular train had con- 
nected compartments and you 
could walk up and down the cor- 
fidor. And they had two window 
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seats, so Sister and Brother didnot 
have to argue after all! 
“Let's eat!” announced Sister. 
“Already? But we've only just 
started!" said grandma in surprise. 
“Oh, Aajil Trains make you 
hungry | think. | want a sandwich. 


So Aaji brought out the 
sandwiches. Along with the 
sandwiches they also started to 
play cards. 

“Let me teach you how to play 
BLUFF MASTER)” said Aaji 

“1 know! It's a game where you 
are actually allowed to fib isn't it? 
asked Sister. 

| don't think | want to pick up 
another bad habit!” said Brother 
Undir, remembering how Sister 
and he had recently given up nail 
biting and thumb sucking." 

"Butit's only a game! explained 
Sister. "Besides, if you always tell 
the truth and play the same cards 
you announce, you are sure to 
loose the game! 

“Come on,” said Aaji, "Let me 
show you, The idea is to try and 
finish your cards as early as pos- 
sible, If you have cards left with 
you, you lose. And you must keep 
the other players guessing 
whether what you announces also 
what you really play. Of course, 
you must always remember to 
keep a straight face! 

Brother kept asking Aaji for 
help in the first round. But he soon 
picked up the game. They were 
nearly at the end of their third 
game. Aaji had won the first two, 

“Three aces!” Brother an- 
nounced, as he played something 
else altogether, holding three aces 


in his hand. 
Toe Breaking Bad Hab, October VS sIUe. 
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“One ace! 
Undir passed. 

Three more aces! I'm done!” 
said Brother in excitement, this 
time really playing the aces, "No 
cone challenged me when | butted 
last time!" he exclaimed. “I won!" 


Sister 


said Aaji 


66 C)nnot nave awhole bunch 
lof cards left with mel" 
wailed Sister, 

| do too!” said Aaji Undir, "We 
must admit that Brother played 
very cleverly and deserved to win!" 

“But Aaji! You won two games 
and Brother won one. | didn't win 
any at alll” complained Sister. 

‘Better luck next time!” said 
Aaji. “How about another 
sandwich? 

‘Sure! said Sister Undir. But 
when they opened the packet they 
realized that they'd eaten them all! 

How fast food disappears on 
trains! | guess I'll have some pop- 
corn instead!" said Sister, opening 
a packet 

“Chips for me!” said Brother. 

| guess I'll have a chocolate!” 

said Aaji 





































‘Aajil have you noticed that 
Brother is travelling backwards, 
whereas I'm travelling forward?" 
observed Sister Undir, 

“That's because he has his 
back to the engine whereas you 
are facing it!" explained Aaji, 

“My window seat is better!" 
said Sister. 


Opes Brother was sud- 
denly upset! 

"Aajill | want to exchange seat! 

Tell Sister to give me her 

seat for sometime!” he 





answered back Sister. 

“Hey, you were okay until 

now!” Aaji tried to soothe him 
"But, Sister says her window seat 
is better! | too want to travel for- 
wards for sometime!” Brother had 
begun to cry. 
1 think travelling backwards is, 
much more fun!” said Aaji Undir. 
“Forwards is very ordinary. We 
walk forward, We run forward, We 
drive forward. We even fly forward 
on airplanes. Itis only on trains that 
we have the choice of travelling 
backwards or forwards! And back- 
wards is rather special because it's 
rare!” explained Aaji, trying to 
cheer Brother up. 

"So let's exchange, then!" said 
Sister suddenly convinced that 
backwards was better after alll 

“No | won't!" It was Brother 
Undir's turn to refuse now. 

"Not fair!” protested Sister who 
had begun to want Brother's seat 
rather badly. 

“Now, now! Here comes a sta- 
tion!" said Aaji as the train slowed 
down, “Guess on which side will 
the platform be! Whoever guesses 
fight gets to come down with me to 
buy some tea!” 

' say on the loft!" said Sister, 

“I say on the right!” said 
Brother, 








train soon stopped. The plat- 

form was indeed on Sister's left 

side! It was also on Brother's right 
side! 

“How come 

we're both right?” 


asked Brother puzzled. 

“That's because you are facin 
each other!" explained Aaji. 
guess you both get to come down 
with me!” 

Sister jumped down onto the 
platform. Brother, who was 
smaller, hesitated, So Aaji helped 
him down. 

“May we also have some tea, 
Aaji?" asked Sister. 

“We're not allowed to athome, 
you know,” explained Brother. 

“I guess rules can be relaxed 
when you're travelling” said Aali 

Just as Aaji finished paying, 
they heard the whistle, and saw the 
red light change to orange, and 
then to green. 

“Hurry up, get in! The train is 
starting!" said Aaji 

“Yikes! | don't want to be left 
behind!" shouted Brother, hurried- 
ly climbing into the train. 

‘Neither do I!" said Sister, as 
she hopped in 

‘Aaji climbed in after Sister and 
Brother just as the train began to 
move. Poor Brother was terrified 
that she might fall off the train! 
Finally, they were all in. Aaji 
‘opened the thermos flask which 
she had filled up with hottea. Sister 
handed out three cups. Aaji 
poured. The three of them were 
quiet for a while, sipping sweet and 
milky tea. 

A bit too sweet and milky for 
me!" said Aaji. 

“think it’s great! | didn't know 
tea tasted so good!” said Brother. 
like it too! Much better than 
milk!" said Sister. 








con it was time for dinner. 
Parathas and potato bhaji were 





eaten up. They ate on paper plates. 
After he was done, Brother was 
‘about to throw his paper plate out of 
the window. 

“Oh no, you don't!" said Aaj 
“We should not spread garbage 
around!” 

“Let's make Brother in charge 
of the litter,” suggested Sister. 

“Here's a plasticbag. Come on 
everyone! Put your used plates 
and leftovers in it!” announced 
Brother, getting into the act at 
once. 

‘So that's what they all did. Aaji 
then helped Brother tie up the 
mouth of the plastic bag. 

It was getting late. Sister 
helped Aaji spread out sheets and 
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pillows. They had one upper berth 
and two lower berths. 

“Who gets the upper berth?" 
asked Sister. Both Brother and 
Sister Undir wanted it. So Aaji 
decided to toss a coin, 

“Heads! said Brother, 

" said Sister. 

‘Aaji tossed a coin and tails it 
was! So Sister climbed up. Brother 
and Aaji got to sleep on the lower 
berths. 

Jhuk-puk-}huk-puk, jhuk-puk- 
jhuk-puk, the sound of the train and 
its gentle, rocking, swaying motion 
soon put Brother and Sister to 
sleep. 





the next morning, Sister realized 
that Aajiwas shaking her awake. 
Brother Undir was already up, 

"Come on, sweetheart! Get 
up!" said Aaj 

“Hurry up!" said Brother. “in 
half an hour, Mooshakpur will be 
here!” 

Sister sat up. 

"What do you mean Mooshak- 
purwill be here? You mean we'llbe 
there. Mooshakpur will still be 
where it is!” she climbed down, 
now fully awake. 

“~Aaji! My tooth brush!" ex- 
claimed Sister. 

“Mine too!" said Brother. 

Aaji fished out their brushes, 
their toothpaste and some soap. 
“Need any help?" she asked. 


“I can wash myself! 
Sister. 
“So can It" said Brother. 
“Me first!” said Sister. 
“Okay!” agreed Brother for a 
change, forgetting to argue and 
compete. 





said 





ut to their dismay, there was a 
jong line of people near the 
bathroom! 

I can't wait that long!" 
protested Brother. 

“Let's try at the other end of the 
compartment!” suggested Sister. 
"We don't want to miss the station, 
do we? 

‘Oh no! | hope not! Brother 
was really worried, “Besides, I've 
just got to got Its urgent! Really and 
truly!” He was in tears by now. 

Luckily they did nothave to wait 
at the other bathroom. 

“You can be first,” suggested 
Sister generously. But poor 
Brother rushed out as soon he was 
half in 

Its too noisy and shaky in 
there!" he said, "Come in with me, 
please!” 

So Sister helped him after all. 
Just as they were done and back 
at their compartment, the train 
slowed down. 

‘We're nearly there!” said 
Brother all excited. 
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“We had the most exciting jour- 
ney Aajoba!” announced Sister 
Undir jumping off the train. 

‘We played cards! 1 was able to 
beat Aaji! And | bet I'l be able to 
beat even you at BLUFF 
MASTER!" boasted Brother. 

“We'll see about that, little 
fellow!" replied Aajoba. They 
all helped Aaji unload their lug 
gage. 

“Coolie!” called Aajoba. The 
porter carried their heavy bags. 
Brother wanted to help with the 
water bottles, Sister offered to 

Hurry up Mooshakpurl” ex- carry the now empty food basket, 
claimed Sister Undir Sister, Brother, Aaji, Aajoba, lug- 

Finally they saw the station’s gage and all, piled into a taxi and 
name on the large, yellow sign drove home, 
board What an exciting train journey 


it had been! They had an even 
more exciting summer ahead at 
Mooshakpur! But that is another 


ey had arrived! Aajoba was StOVY: 


wating for them on the platform 
Sister spotted him frst. ANURADHA KHATI 














for life, 

sssary for plants, 

are necessary for parents, 
fare necessary for flowers, 

lates are necessary for children, 
And like poems are necessary for ‘Gokulam't 












R. Vijay, aged 13, 
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CREATIVE 
CORNER 












K.M. Chandrika, aged 12, 


Madras. 








i ther happened when I was 
the seventh standard. It 
was the last exam of the 
quarterly. It was English II 
paper. My seat was in the last 
bench. Asixth standard student 
was sitting next to me. She had 
chemistry that day. 

“It is a really tough paper,” 
she was telling me. 

Just then, the supervisor 
entered, We fel! silent, and got 















up to deposit our books outside. 
‘Then we returned to our seats. 
‘The girl beside me whispered, “I 
haven't studied an important 
lesson. It is sure to come. But I 
am not scared, for I have a‘BIT" 
with me,” 


Iwas shocked. But I did not 
have the guts to tell on her. We 
sat silent as the supervisor dis- 
tributed the answer sheets. 
‘Then he distributed the ques- 
tion papers too. We began to 
write, 


SCHOOL EXPERIENCE 


66 Tt has come,” whispered 
the girl smiling. 

When she came to that ques- 

tion, she removed the ‘bit’, kept 

it under her answer sheet and 

continued to write. 

She did it very cleverly. She 
had placed the question paper 
on top of it in such a way that it 
sort of hid the ‘bit’. Whenever 
the supervisor came, she would 
pull the question paper over the 

bit and pretended to be 
thinking. 


‘BIT’ 
PAPER 


Soon, most of the VI 
standard students com- 
pleted their papers and 
went away. I recalled 
myself to my paper and 
completed i 

‘The next day, the girl came 
into my class and offered me 
chocolates. 

“Thank you for not telling on 
me,” she said. 

Tfelt really bad. I refused the 
chocolate. 

“I didn’t like what you did,” 
I told her. “It was wrong. Don't 
do it again.” 












B. Mahima Shivanuja, 
aged 12, 
MLHLS.S., Madras. 
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On the next two pages is a jigsaw 
puzzle. 

“WHAT?” you may exclaim. “It 
doesn't look like that!” 

Just read on..... 


How to make it : 

Carefully prise open the pins that 
hold the pages, pull out the centre- 
spread, and press the pins back into 
place. 

Paste the centre pages on a sheet 
of modelling cardboard. 

Using a pair of scissors, carefully cut 
along all the fine black lines that run all 
over the picture. Now you get the 
separate pieces of a jigsaw puzzle! 

Try arranging them back again! 

Does the picture remind you of a 
popular nursery rhyme? Guess which 
one it is! If you can't, turn to page 80. 


JIGSAW PUZZLE 
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RECIPES 















Is the potato your 
favourite vegetable? 
Then, you'll love these two 
recipes sent by readers. 


You need : 


Vs kg potato 
¥s kg onions 

2 small tomatoes 

250 gms maida 
Green chillies to taste 
Salt to taste 

Red chilli powder 

Oil to fry 

Coriander leaves 


How to make it : 





Keep two big sized 
potatoes aside. Boil the rest 
of them in the pressure 
cooker 

Chop the onions, toma- 
toes and green chillies into 
fine bits. Keep aside in three 
separate dishes 









Drop twotsps. of oil ina pan, 
and fry the onions and chillies 
until golden brown. Peel and 
mash potatoes. Mix in the 
roasted onions and chillies, the 
tomato, and some corriander 
leaves with a little salt to taste. 

Mix the maida and red chilli 
powder with a little salt to taste 
to make a watery dough. 

Take a small roll of the 
potato mixture. Pat it into a flat 
circular shape. Dip it into the 
maida batter and fry it like a 
dosa, with a little oil. Fry till 
golden brown on both sides. 

Remember the two potatoos 
you'd kept aside in the begin- 
ning? Peel them, and chop them 
into fine little fingers. Deep fry 
till erisp, and drain 


How to serve it : 














Piace two potato patties on 
a plate. Sprinkle it: gen 


with the finger chips. Garnish 
with a few leaves of corriander. 

Sauce or chutney will go 
very well with it 





Srividhya Yagnaraman, 
aged 14, 
Bangalore - 560 085. 


QUICK 
CUTLETS 


You need : 














Va kg potato 
5 green chillies 
2onions 

5 slices of bread 

Dried Bread Powder 
(available readymade 
in shops) 

A bowl of drinking water 
Dalda or oil to fry in 





How to make it 





Boil the potatoes in a 
pressure cooker. Peel and 
mash properly. Dip the 
slices of bread into the bowl 
of water. Remove immedi-' 
ately, after squeezing out 
the water. Mix it with the 
mashed potatoes. 

Chop the onions, chillies, 
corriander leaves into fine’ 
pieces. Mix well with the 
potato mash, with salt to 
taste. 

Make small rounds of 
this mixture and pat it into 
cutlets, Roll this in the dried 
bread powder. Roast the 
cutlets on a fawa with oil or 





RECIPES 


dalda 
Serve hot with sauce or 
chutney. 
V.Mangala, aged 10, 











bli - 560 031. 








—{STORIES FROM OUR 


READERS -_—eee 





opal was just ten years 

old, And you could say 

that he was a happy 

child by any standards. His 

parents got him whatever he 

wanted, He had such a lot of 

toys and story books and 

watched a lot of movies too. So 

‘you could call him a spoilt little 
boy too, 

Gopal was watching a 
children’s movie in a theatre 
with his mother. It was a film 
which had a small boy as its 
hero, The boy had to undergo all 
sorts of suffering and had 


decided to run away. 


It was a dark night. The boy 
sat alone, all his belongings 
before him. Sighing, he spread 
out a cloth and piled them onto 
it, Then tying asmall bundle, he 
stood up. 

He left home, his bundle on 
his shoulder, A little tear 
trickled down his cheek. 

Gopal found this scone very 
moving. In fact, the story had 
appealed to him so much, that 
he kept thinking about it long 
afterwards. 





hat night, Gopal was 

quiet and thought- 
ful. He too wanted 
to do something ad- 


venturous like the boy in the 
film. 

“T could run away,” he 
thought. 

But Gopal had no reason to 
run away at all, He had a happy 
home, loving parents and all the 
things his heart could desire. 

Yet he decided, “I'll run 
away tonight. I'll tie all my 
clothes in a little bundle and 

He opened his cupboard. His 
clothes would definitely not 
make @ little bundle! He would 
need a suitcase for them! But 
Gopal was not tobe daunted. He 
chose his oldest and most worn 



























clothes, and tied them into a 
bundle. 


lhen he waited for the 
household to sleep. 


Gopal was determined not to 
sleep. He knew that if he dozed 
off now, he would wake up only 
in the morning, that too, after 
his mother had called him a few 
times, 


“Still awake, Gopal?” It was 
his mother who peeped in 
through the door. She came in 
smiling. “Liked the movie? Your 
maths homework is still un- 
done, No matter. You ean do it 
in the morning. I'll wake you up 
alittle earlie 

‘Then tucking him in and 
kissing him goodnight, she 
went out, switching off the 
lights. 

It was a dark night. Gopal 
was waiting for the right mo- 
ment. He would slip into hi 
parent's bedroom, place the let- 
ter on their bedside table, say 
goodbye to his pets (a cat and a 
dog), and leave. 














ery quietly, he tip-toed 





into his parents’ bedroom 
and placed the fateful letter. It 
said, “I am leaving the house 


‘and going on a long, long jour- 
ney. Don't try to find me. 
Gopal.” 

‘The clock struck one. His 
parents slept on, for they were 
very tired. He quietly slipped 
out of the room. 

He came down to the hall, 
the bundle on his shoulder. 
Gopal found that he was really 
very sleepy. His eyes were clos- 
ing. 

“11 doze for just five 
minutes,” he thought. He lay 
down on the little sofa below the 
staircase, and was asleep in mo- 
ments. 


I was 
ing. 








a bright morn- 
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“Gopal! Gopal!” his mother 
shouted. “Wake up. You have 
maths homework to do.” 

‘There was no response. She 
went into his room to wake 
him up ‘and found it empty. 
Puzzled, she came out. She 
bumped into her husband, who 
was reading a little note, a 
frown on his face. 

“Gopal has run away!” he 
said. 

News spread fast. Neigh- 
bours and relatives poured into 
the house. None of them could 
believe that Gopal would do 
such a thing. 

Many of the visitors walked 
up and down the hall. But none 
noticed the little figure curled 
on the sofa under the staircase, 
a bundle at his feet. 


t last, Gopal’s father 
decided to phone the 
police. 
“Hello,” he spoke into the 
phone, “My son Gopal...” Just 





then, his eyes fell on his sleep- 
ing son. He could not believe his 
eyes. 

Then he saw the bundle of 
old clothes, and he began to 
laugh. 

Hearing his laughter, 
everybody came running into 
the room. They saw Gopal 
being shaken awake by his 
father. 

“If you want to sleep,” said 
his father, “I think you have a 
bedroom.” 

Gopal sat on his bed, his face 
red. He felt really ashamed of 
himself. 

From the hall, came shouts 
of laughter. His‘adventure’ was 
being told and retold. The little 
‘runaway’ could hardly bear to 
hear it. How was he to face the 
world? 

M. Charulatha, aged 11, 
‘A.S. C. Public School, 
Bangalore. 














ESSAY 





A day without the SUN! 


From our first standard in 
school, we have learnt about the 
sun. It gives us 








heat and light. 
‘What will hap- 
pen if the sun 
does not rise 
one day? 

The world 
will be dark 
and cold. We 








can’t dry clothes if we wash them, 
Plants cannot prepare their food| 
without sunlight. They will droop! 
and wither. The water cyele of 
evaporation and rain will stop, and| 
floods will wash the earth. 

So request all those who know| 
miracles not to stop the sun from| 


P. Savitha, 





Kalpakkam - 603 102. 
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EXPERIENCE 


‘study in the 
ninth standard. 
As Septemb 
month fo 








began to 
prepare fo 
Our exams began 
‘on the 22nd. ‘The 
exams were in this 
nskrit, 








English, Social 
Studies, Maths, 
Kannada and 





Seie We had 
two holidays for 
Maths and one for 
Science, 





Avttor the Maths 
1 
wns busy preparing 
forScionce. Lat motel 
you how it happened 
Thad miomorized the 
time-tableby heart, 


exams were OV 











and was under the 





impression that the 
Science 
after the Maths one. So I stayed at 
home the day before (the day of the 
Ki 

‘Phat evening, my brother 
said, “Hey! I saw some of your 
class-mates in uniform today! 
It looked like they had an 
exam. 


sam was 





ada exam), and studied for 















can't be," I said. 
“Cheek your time-table,” he 
replied. 





ABSENT-MINDED 
PROFESSOR 


And to my hortor, 1 found 
that he was right. had missed the 
Kannada oxam! 

On the day of the Science 
exam, everyone, including my 
teachers asked why I didn’t come 
for the Kannada exam, When I 
explained to them, I was really 
scolded for being so careless. Now, 
Thave not only missed an exam, 
but a rank as well 

B.N, Asha, aged 14, 
Bangalore - 560 079. 
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‘ou cannot measure the 
value of education. It is 
what makes man worthy 


of being called a man. 

Education is the art of read- 
ing, writing and speaking. It 
develops and sharpens the 
power of thinking. It helps us 
decide our future, and what we 
want to do with our lives. 

It is only when men get bet- 
ter educated, that science and 













technology advance. How much 
information we have today — we 
know somuch about ourselves 
and the world we live in! We 
know more about our bodies and 
about the various diseases that 
could attack us. We also know 
of many cures and preventive 
measures for these diseases. 


ducation also helps us to 
earn our own living. We can 
get trained in techni- 
cal and professional 
skills, Then we can 
take up suitable jobs 
which are socially use- 
ful, Education helps us 
realize the importance 


of social 
haviour. 

Education has helped man 
attain great heights. It helps us 
think, decide and progress fur- 
ther. Now we can do so many 
things so quickly. Man thinks 
and learns to make things from 
his past experiences. Different 
kinds of education prepares 
man for different types of work 
in life. 

It is only education that 
separates man from animal, 
Otherwise, both eat, drink, 
sleep and work to remain alive, 


ith research, man has 
earned to increase 


and personal be- 











i 


production in fields, factories, 
mills... He can now even control 
the ill-effects of nature, and 
take advantage of it too! 

Education has improved 
man's life and made it easy and 
comfortable. 

‘The more information you 
have, the better equipped you 
are to face life. So, never under- 
estimate education and its 
advantages, When the next 
exams come along, don't pull a 
ong face, Smile, look at it in the 
face and remember — it isall for 
education! 

Shama S. Moosa, aged 12, 

Mary Immaculate H. S., 
Bombay. 















PLEASANT INGRATITUDE } 


love birds, especially sparrows. I 
Jer their tiny forms and sweet 

voices. But at times, their chirping 
could be annoying too. 

One fine Sunday morning, my 
brother and sister were snoring away 
in their beds. I heard a chirp and a 
shrill ery. 1 was puzzled, I began to 
search for the source of the sound. 


Then, I bumped into my smiling 


father. He led me to a covered basket. 
I peered into it. To my GREAT 
surprise, a little dull brown bird was 
crouching in corner. It was a spar- 
row! I shut the doors and windows, 
and let the bird free. I did not like to 
see it so sad and frightened. 

Suddenly, I saw something flutter- 
ing outside the window. I opened it, 
and saw a bigger bird. 

“[t must be the mother," I guessed. 

Iwas surprised too. 

“How did it trace its baby so fast?” 


Tasked my father. 
MM father laughed at this ques- 
ion. He opened the bathroom make let it go, the 
door and pointed. Above the geyser, baby would grip our 
was anest, with straw, stickingoutall skin with its claws. 
over. Unlike crows and 
“We cannot keep this baby bird,” other birds which 
said my father. But try as we might, build nests on trees, 
we could not put the baby bird intothe Sparrows choose cosy 
nest. The geyser was simply too high Places within our 
up. So we decided to bring up the bird houses. 
ourselves. It was simply 
T arranged some straw inside a wonderful to watch 
small box and put the baby sparrow the mother feed its 
into it. It made a cosy bed. baby. When the 
‘The funniest thing about sparrows mother failed to 
is that, though they are so tiny, they arrive at feeding 


ee 










have really sharp 
claws. If we tried to 
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mother on the sill. It was the beginning 
© of flight for the baby. Soon, mother and 
baby flew away into the sky. 
Since then, generations of spar- 
rows have fallen down from the top of 





sparrows we have helped bring up. 
‘The same thing happens every time. 
Once the baby learns to fly, it leaves 
us for the wide, wide world. Very 
ungrateful, don’t you think? 


time, we would feed 
the sparrow bread 
crumbs. Many days 
passed. 








hen one , the . 
nantes arene !T think I heard a splash from 
her sparrow 
Fire vetiireom! Te must be a spar- 


was perched on the ‘ 
wee vail Thelittle TW. I must go now. So long! 


one fluttered its V. Rowina Kagoo, aged 12, 
wings and joined i Madras - 600 030. 
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‘av o} you Sint wor’) 
DONT Wik THAT 
TREE 


KILLING THAT 














WELL. NOW. 
70 Show THAT 
TAM TRULY GORY, 


PLANT, YOu 
Ki ‘t. 














Based on Scripts sent by Vidhya Sekar, aged 12, 
































Madras - 40, and Pooja R., aged 11, Bombay - 71. 








Mi: looked frighten- 
ed 
“You really want me to 


go all the way through that 








wilderness alone, amma?” 
She shrugged helplessly. 
“Yes, Mani,” she replied. 





"You've got to 
need the money. 

“But amma!” If somebody 
comes with me, it'll be nice. Will 
you, amma?” 

“No Mani, I cannot,” she 
replied firmly. "We owe so many 
people money that I cannot 
come away just like that, You 
need to earn too, if you have to 
study further. Now be brave 

Mani nodded. 

“T have to be brave,” he 
thought. Mani was to go to his 
uncle's house across the forest 
But deep inside him was the 
foar of going into the unknown 
alone, How was he to cross the 
forest alone? Supposing he was 
attacked by some wild animal? 


ke this job. We 




















fhe next morning, Mani’s 
mother smiled at him and 
said, “If you need company to 
make you feel braver, here's 
one.” She handed him a mud 
pot. Its mouth was covered by a 
thin piece of cloth with a hole in 
the middle. A soft serabbling, 
noise came from within. 

“What's this amma?" 

“That is a magic pot," she 
replied, “Carry this with you 
when youcrossthe forest. It'll save 
you from all possible dangers.” 

Mani looked at the pot in 
wonder. The noise inside be- 
came louder. 

Don't ever open that pot, 
Mani," said his mother. “After yout 
cross’ the forest, just throw it 


Mx kept walking through 
the forest till his feet 
ached, He wanted to cross it as 


soon as possible. Soon, it was 
dusk. Mani came across a big 























ning past it. He decided to rest 
there. He washed himself and 
atethe curd rice that his mother 
had prepared and packed that 
morning. Soon, he was fast as 
he pot resting by his side, 

The night was quiet. The 
scratching noise from the pot 
had abated too. 


S 








le 





uddenly, the pot shook a 
little. Then it rocked from 


THE 


side to side. The pot was actual- 
ly resting right on top ofa snake 
hole. A cobra emerging from it, 
found its passage blocked and 
had pushed with all its might 
M 
ments slept blissfully on 
nary snake gave one last shove, 
and forced its way from under the 
pot. It raised its head to strike 
Mani. But its attention wa 
diverted by the pot gently rocking 
from side to side. A loud seratch- 
ing noise came from within, 
Curious (and hungry too) the 
cobra decided to investigate. 
It pushed its head into the 


ni, unware of these develop- 
The 


little hole in the cloth. Sudden- 
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ly, its body and tail began to 

twist and thrash this way and 

that, in sheer agony. A long 
while later, all 
movement ceased. 









t was morning. 
| Mani woke up 
and was horrified to 
find a headless cobra beside 
him. 

He looked around him. A soft 
noise came from inside the pot 
Mani knew that it was the 
magic pot that had saved him. 

He heaved it onto his 
shoulder and walked on, By 
mid-day, he had crossed the 
forest. Jubiliant, he threw the 
pot aside. It fell by the roadside, 
king into many pieces. A 











into the bushes. Mani 
1 it in surprise. 
hen he understood that the 
est magic in this world is 
in one’s own mind. Smiling to 
himself, Mani walked on, 
towards his uncle's house, 
KAILASH 
(Adapted from a 
Tamil folk tale) 








f 





1. It numbers from zero to 


2. Ifitis red, all are dead! 
nine. If it is green, the scene 
Says that you are fine, becomes clean! 
Speaks through What is it? 
distances, 

In moments of time. 3. It's got a nose, that gets 

What is it? a cold, 


A running nose, when 
ever you hold! 
What is it? 


4. Twenty-four parts, but is 
not the day, 


Helps you travel, a long 
way! 
What is it? 





G. Anuradha. 
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Itis time in which | lag. 
Twenty minutes for the bell to ring, 
How | wish | had two wings 








rnold man pushes me away, 
With my bag, I start to sway, 

A kind man gives me his seat, 
‘Tis the school bell | have to beat ~ 


“The bus moves from stop to stop, 
Like a snail making its way to the top. 
| fear the monitor waiting for me, 
What is my fate going to be? 


“The bus finally screeches toa stop, 
I run across the road, though | see the cop. 
Another trip, safely undertaken by me, 
| shudder to think of the return journey. 


C. Bharath, aged 13, 
Madras - 90. 
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Quiz 





1, Who is the author of ‘My 
Cricketing Years’? 

2, What is the capital of 
Cuba? 

3, What was 
name forAssam? 

4, What is the currency of 
South Africa? 

5, Which filmstar gave his 
voice for Sher Khan, in the 
cartoon serial ‘Jungle Book’? 

6, Which is the smallest in- 
dependent state in the world? 

7. Which chess player is 
nicknamed ‘Indian Cobra”? 

KN, Sujit, aged 11, 
Calcutta - 700 008. 


SPORTS 
Quiz 


1, Where was the 
modern Olympics held? 
2, What. is the venue for 
1996 Olympic games? 
3. Who was the first Indian 
cricketer to score over 4000 runs 


the old 





first 








COBRAS AND 











CHESS! 


4, Who was the first Indian 
cricketer to slam a century in 
test cricket? 

5, ‘Gary Linekar’ is a famous 
football player, To which 
country does he belong? 

6, Which Indian Athlete is 
callod the ‘Payoli Express’? 

C. Vasanth, 
aged 14, 
H.C.C.V, 

School, 
Madras - 61, 


LONGEST 
RE? * 


1. There is 
one organ from 
which the veins 
do not carry 
blood to the 
heart, Name it. 

2, Name the animal that can 
hang upside down from tree 

















in one day Internationals? branches, even while sleeping. 
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3, Name the only ape that 
can stand and walk upright. 

4, Which animal has the 
longest life span? 

5. Name the bird which is 
regarded as a symbol oflove and 
peace. 

6, Which is the most 
poisonous fish? 

7. What is the science of 
coins and medals called? 

8, What is the scientific qq 

10. Which country is called 
‘Land of Lilies”? 

11, Which Indian festival is 
celebrated once in twelve 
years? 

12. Which part of the 
human body helps to keep 
our balance? 

13. Which planet is known 
as ‘Morning — Evening 
Star’? 

14. Who is the ‘Father of 




















Geometry’? 
15. Who first used the greet- 
ing Jai Hind’? 

name for Human beings? 
9. Which country is the Sowmya HS. aged 13, 
world's largest producer of Bangalore - 560 079. 
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Colour and Keep 


s an embroidery design too! 





Priya + Bonjour mademoi- 
selle oxygen. My name is Priya, 
Thave come to interview you for 
‘Gokulam’. 

Oxygen (fluttering her 
eyelashes) : Oh, sure! 

Priya : 1 know that your 
symbol is ‘0’. 

Oxygen (giggling) + Do you 
know that my name means decid 
making? An- 
toine  Lavoi- 
sier coined me 
from Greek 
words of that 
meaning. 

Priya :'Tell me a little more 
about yourself. 

Oxygen : My atomic number 
is 8. My valency is -2 and my 
density is 1.14. 

My boiling point is —183°C 








218.9" 
Priya : How are you found 
n nature? 
Oxygen : | am in a gaseous 
state, usually. I make up ¥th of 
the atmosphere. 





Priya : Wow! So you are 
around me all the time! When 
we discover you? 

Oxygen : Only in the year 
1772, Joseph Priestly, a scien- 
tist heated some red’ oxide of 
mercury, and discovered me. He 
realized that I was the one that 
made things burn brightly. 

Priya: Who named you? 

Oxygen : It was the French 
chemist called Lavoisier As I 
said before, he thought (wrong- 
ly) that Iwas present in all 
acids, 

Priya : How did you come 
into this lab? 

Oxygen : 
right here! 

Priya : How? 

Oxygen (giggling) : ‘The 
questions you ask! Well... Iwas 


1 was prepared 











heated with 10gms of man- 
ganese-di-oxide (MnO2) with 
80gms of Potassium Chlorate 
(Ke Cls) in a test tube. After 8 to 
10 bubbles of me had escaped 
into the air, a jar containing 
water was inverted on a bee- 
hive shelf. I collected into the 
jar, displacing the water 
downwards. 

Priya : Doesn't sound dif- 
ficult! 

Oxygen : Huh! You think it’s 
easy? Think again. If the test 
tube is not heated properly, it'll 
explode! 








Priya : It’s difficult to see 
you. What kind of gas are you? 

Oxygen : Lam a colourless, 
odourless and tasteless gas. I 
am slightly soluble in water, 
and am heavier than air. I am 
essential to life and to combus- 
tion. 

Priya: It’s good tobe friend- 
ly, doesn't it? 

Oxygen : You said it! 

Priya : What are your uses? 

Oxygen : That’s a stupid 
question. Think Priya! You 
breathe me. I am put into 
cylinders for patients in hospi- 
tals, for divers, miners and 
mountaineers. You really need 
me, don't you, or you won't be 
living! So don’t make me angry! 

Priya (gulping hurriedly) : 
Yes, that was a stupid question. 
Thanks a lot! I must be off! 
Bye! 





Supriya J., aged 14, 
Bangalore - 560 028. 














[ ‘SIMPLE MATHS 





Proving The Impossible 


Can you prove that 1 = 2? 
Impossible, you say? Just 
read 1 








Let a 

Then gxb=bxb 

ab = b* 

Now subtract a” from both 
sides. 

ab -a” = b?-a? 





a(b - a) = (b + a) (b-a) 
Now divide both sides by (b-a) 


a=bta 
‘Thus, ifa = 1, then 
1=b+1 
and since a= 
+1 








Adapted from ‘Figuring]| 
the Joy of Numbers’ by 
Shakuntala Devi by 

A. Hemanth Kumar, 
Chittoor - 517 001, 
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WORK WORDS 
Here is a challenging puzzle. Hidden in the grid below are ten 
different eecupations. Try to find them all in five minutes! 
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YIPEE | 
THERE GoES 
THE ASTE Roy 
















n which we 
were to travel 
Priyanka and 
myself were 


ww, so excited 
6, that we jumped into it without 
é second thought. 


“Lookl'* cried Priyanka, 
fe had just I 
the Sri Harikot 
station. G 


something? Yes! We we! 
make a trip to Mercury and 
Mars. oof! | forgot to tell you 
who ‘we’ meant. ‘We’ wasmy 
sister Priyanka, my uncle 
Anand and myself. 
We were 
shown the rocket 














of 


uddenly, the 


: By Sectee closed! 
We tuned cold 
— with horror. The 


count-down had 
begun! 5-43-2.1-01 


the con- 

trols, and 
the other has the 
storage space."* 





Our tocket took off and both 
of usran to the steering wheel 
We grabbed it at the same 
fime, and let go at the same 





— SCIENCE ADVENTURE — 


time. Then we both grabbedit 
once again. Seeing that it just 
wouldn't do, we had a short 
discussion. So | 00k the steer- 
ing wheel and she agreed to 
be in charge of the rocket's 
safety and other things. 

We were making our way 
to Jupiter. That's when we met 
with out first problem. | gave 
the steering wheel such a 
violent rench that it came off 
in my hands, Now what were 
we to do with no steering 
wheel? Our focket was now 
off on a perfectly straight 
course. 


tiyanka decided to take 
matters in het own hands. 


a 


She began to 
jab at the dif- 
ferent buttons 
on the control 
panel. Sudden- 
ly, allthe gunsin 
our rocket began shooting off 
bullets into space. By the time 
we could put it right, all our 
ammunition was over. Double 
trouble! No steering wheel, no 
ammunition! We went cold 
with fear. 

As we sat there wondering 
what to do, a huge asteroid 
foomedinto our monitor. What 
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were we to do? We had just 
finished our ammunition, and 
here comes Mr. Nuisance! | 
jabbed ata buttonin ourammu- 
nifion panel, A huge bomb flew 
though space, hit the asteroid 
and blasted it to pieces! 
Euteka...2!2 Oh, no! Our front 
propeller was now missing, and 
‘one of our engines was not work- 
ing! One bit of the.asteroid had 
hifour rocket! 


le were desperate! We 
pressed, jabbed ond 
pulled, The control unit gave a 
gasp and shut down! And 
something else happened — 
our fuel was draining out! 
What were we to do with this 
horrible machine? 
“No Gravily 
flashed the panel 
“Hang on Pii," | shouted 
gtabbing my seat. "Did you 
see that?'’ 
| looked around, Where 
wos Priyanka? She was miss: 
ing! That was the last straw! 
What with everything break- 
Ing down — now my sis was 
missing! |looked up. There was 
ma'm stuck to the ceiling. Hor- 
tor of horrors! She fell to. 
the floorassoon asthe 
‘No Gravity Zone’ 
flashed off. & 
We hugged each other in 
delight. | tuned towards the 
panel. There we were, z0om- 
ing straight towards Marsi 
There was nothing we could 


Zone," 


KE 


do about it! We closed our 
eyes as a collision seemed im- 
minent. ” 

But no! What was happen- 
ing? We had hit the planet 
and were travelling right 
through it! 

We came out of Mars, but 
there was another planet right 
in front of us! It was Venus. 


BY hey! What was this? Was 
it our dad, mom and uncle 
In front of us? How was that? 
Fantastic! How did they travel 
Into space and get suspended 
In mid-air like thar? 


uddenly, the doors open- 

ed and we staggered out, 
blinking. What was this? We 
had not taken off at all, 

Uncle Anand was there, 
laughing his head off, 

“That was just a trick rock- 
et,"" he said, “To 
see If you were 
brave enough to 
make the real tip 
to Mars."" La? 


re 


s) 





Z 


Lhe 


What? Yay! Yippee! We 
were to make the real trip after 

ail ve 
Lakshmi Balaraman, 

aged 12, 
Holy Angels H.S.S., 
Madras, 
Z x Z 
wit 





"THE ANIMAL KINGDOM 


THE SNOW 
LEOPARD 













. member of the 
I family is the snow 
leopard. Heisa lonely fel- 


low, and lives in cold, snow- 
covered regions. That's how 
got his name. 

His coat ‘design’ helps him 
merge with his surroundings. 
But that beautiful coat hasbeen 
disadvantageous for him too. 
Poachers hunt him for it in 
Nepal and the surrounding vil- 

















7B r. 









res. Now, the snow leopard is 
protected species. He is 
hunted less, for the Wildlife 
Protection Act protects him. 
Yet, the coat of the snow leopard 
is still sold in the open market 
A single pelt in good condition 
can fetch several 
hundred —dol- 


















n American couple paid 
58 for such a pelt in a 














Government Tourist Store in 
China. An overcoat made of the 
pelt of a snow leopard may cost 
$ 60,000 in the black market. 


he snow leopard is a carni- 
orous mammal. His 





scientific name is Panthera Un- 
cica. A fully grown male can be 


2feot tall and 8 foot long. He has 
flat ears, green eyes and weighs 
about 100 pounds, He has a wide 
mouth with sharp canine teoth, 
The snow leopard leaves his 
distinet signs along the pathshe 
travels. He sprays his scent on 
boulders and tree trunks along 
with urine and f 


fhe snow leopard is a lonely 

oul, Except from January 
to March, That is his mating 
season. He attracts his mate by 
high perched yowls during the 
cold, winter nights, ‘The female 
snow leopard responds with 
yowls of her own. 














‘The ‘she’ snow leopard gives 
birth to two young cubs in her 








den in the month of June, The 
cubs are helpless during the 
first six weeks. They feed only 
on mother's milk. 


On. they grow into adults, 
they begin to search for 
now sites to stay. They never 
stay at one place. 

‘A young cub weighing about 
40 to 50 pounds may kill asheep 
weighing 120 pounds! 


GEETHA VISWANATHAN 
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Q : How can you predict 
a ghost’s future? 
‘A : By looking into its 
‘HORROR’ SCOPES. 
Lalitha, aged 12, 
Madras - 600 041. 


Dear Lalitha, 

You have not given your 
complete address. Please send 
it to us. Ed. 


Customer : Why, haven't you got 


R. Valliappan, aged 13, 
Madras - 600 085. 
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The story so far. 





Shyama, Suresh, and their 

parents, the Viswanaths, are on a 

holiday at Kodaikanal. Th 

they stay at ‘Watere 

tungatow that betongs to t 

friend, Mr. and Mrs. Sharma. 
Suresh, a camera buff, and 

Shyama hire cycles and four 

around the countrysi 

make feiends ith Aditya 


reap 
Sadtenty, Ch 
ear 
Se te 
bs its ral 
geo 
na et Shyam rea ougGA 




























see J Adityan, to find out if] he hyoiea 


anything 
pearance. 


ahout Une disap 








jyan sees them, he 
runs away shouting, “Leave the 
house! I is dangerous!” 

‘Then tieo thugs turn up at the 
bungalow saying that they want to 
buy it. 

But Mrs. Viswanath sends 
away saying, “I's not for sale 

Shyama and Suresh 
the Photoshoppe’, ta collect some 
prints of a film they had given for 
developing. In one of the pictures 
taken of Waterview House, from 
the lake, Shyama spots two men 



















ide over to 


















MYSTERY 


outa 81 


the short ent. His bi 
“he 


SERIAL 7 


standing on the roof of the hou 
Who are they? 

The children tell their parents 
of the discovery. All are p 
to why the Hays want Wate 
House so badly 

Suresh decides that Adityan 
holds the key o the mystery and 
rides ont to find him. Shyana 
fears that Suresh might meek some 
mishap and tells her father 























Aan angry Mr. Viewanath wets out 
‘ri Shyam overtahe Sureat 

ey atid tall tank 
(ieteribaa to Old Atount, there 


‘Addityan tives. They find that there 
dure two routes « the short one 


oe forest, and the long one 


‘They decide to play safe 
Suresh med 























Hake the rowd. 





has taken 
iyre has 
punetured, and he wheels i 
forward, Lost, he finds himself at 
@ warehouse of sorts, where me 
are busy unloading erates. Th 
men take hin captive when they 
realize that he lives at Watervies 
House. 
ey board a lorry and reach a 
huge mansion on one of the 
smaller hills. Adityan, Suresh 
realizes, is a prisoner there, 
Meanwhile, Shyama and Mr. 
Viswanath reach Old Mount. 
guide approaches (hem thinking 
they are tourists. When they ask 










































him about Adityan, he looks 
frightened. He shows them the rub- 
ble of a damayed house saying it 
belongs to the vanished yuide. 

Shyama and her father turn 
homewards. On the way, they meet 
‘ho has come out 
in se mn, They return 
home to find it ablaze with lights. 
The thugs are waiting inside to 
imprison them! 

‘Suresh, who is a prisoner in the 
mansion sees a chance to escape 
but ix unable to do so, He meets 
Jaitor’, Professor Jose 
scientist who had hidd 

sret papers in Watervie 

Viswanaths and 
spend an uncomfortable night be- 
hind a hedge. They wake up to find 
Waterview House burnt down! 























Th 





Now read ont 





a Hello!” Mr. Vis- 
wanath was on the 
telephone at the post-office, 
talking to Mrs, Sharma. 
‘Shiela! Viswanath here! Ask 
Sharma to come down at once. 
Waterview House has been 
burnt down... What? We don't 
know who did it!.... Suresh is 
missing! MISSING}... Yes, yes! 
‘Thanks a lot!" 
Shyama was quietly sob- 
bing, her hend on’ Mrs 
Viswanath'’s lap. ‘Two 
policemen stood a little away, 
The Sharmas will be here 
tomorrow morning or evening,” 
Mrs, Viswanath told his tired 
wife and daughter, 

A police jeep took: them to 
government guest house, were 
they were to stay till things 
could be sorted out. 
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‘The local inspector was 
waiting for them. After having 
made sure that they were com- 
fortable, he said, “I want to ask 
‘you some questions about what 
has happened so far. You say 
that some strange men were at 
the house, last night. Could you 
describe the ones you saw?” 

“{ hardly remember....” Mrs, 
swanath tiredly replied, “we 
just had a fleeting glimpse of 
what was happening. 

“1 think one man was 
bearded,” said Shyama slowly, 
“A short, —strong-looking 
bearded man, Mummy! Do you 
remember those two guys who 
came asking if they could buy 
the house?” 

“No,” replied her mother, “I 
hardly could, It was so long 
ago.” 

“I think this bearded chap, 
could be one of them!” 

“Wait!” said the inspector, 
“We have a few suspects here. 
We know something fishy's 
going around here, and have 





























H)soxclaimed 


IS tor, “I'd guessed as much. We 


spotted some criminal ele- 
ments around too, Now 
Shyama, I have photos-of cer- 
tain wanted men here. Seif the 
‘one you saw is among them.” 
‘Iwo photos later, Shyama 
That's him!" 
“Somu!” sighed the inspec 


spotted him around here about, 
‘a month ago, shortly after you 
people moved into Waterview 
House, He saw us and ran for 
his life, He was carrying some- 
thing with him, We wanted to 
interrogate him on two other 
cases and gave chase, But the 
clever chap escaped! 

“How?" asked Shyama, 

“He jumped into the lake 
and swam away!" 

















“Beside Waterview House?" 
asked Shyama. 
“Yes! He jumped over the 
, ran down the steps to the 
lake and jumped in.” 
“Maybe...” muttered 
Shyama, “He didn't escape at 
all? Could he have hidden at 
Waterview House?” 





“Impossible!” growled the 
inspector, “We searched every 
inch of the house. He had 
ely not hidden inside! He 
tely jumped into the 





Shyama did not have any 
swer to that, 
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RASH! BANG! BANG! 


These loud noises woke 
Suresh up. He opened his 
bedroom door and ran through 
the corridor into the study. Jose 
was standing before two men, 
Suresh had not seen the 
before, 

On the floor lay the broken| 
pieces of a porcelain vase, and| 
two brass figures 
“Fools! Fools!" Jose was 
shouting, “Somu and Dinesh 
ran off with the papers? My 
plans! Oh! Fools!” 

Stomping up and down the 
room, he gave vent to his anger. 
Suddenly he turned and saw 
Suresh, 

“Ah, you!” he cried, “Come 
in!” 

Suresh walked in rubbing 
the sleep off his eyes. 

“What happened?” he asked. 

“Somu and Dinesh ran off 
with my precious papers!” 

Suresh felt. almost sorry for 
the man, 

“Dinesh is that tall fellow?” 
asked Suresh, referring to the 
leader’ 

“Yes! That's the one! ‘They've 
double-crossed me!” 

Suresh sat down and looked 
at the two men. 

“And these two men 
reported that back to you?” 
asked Suresh. 










“Yes,” Jose this time almost 
whispered. He sat down op- 
posite Suresh and covered his 
face with his hands. “What am 
I to do? My plans! That Somu! 
It’s his brain work! I know! 

As Jose continued to curse 
and mutter to himself, Suresh 
was busy thinking. 

So Jose lost his ‘papers’ once 
again, They had planned to 
burn Waterview House. Had 
they done it? 

“What happened to Water- 
view House?” he asked. 

“[t was burnt up," one of the 
men standing smirked. 
Suresh’s heart sank. His 
camera! His precious camera 
with all its lens and fittings! He 
folt like hitting Jose, He did not 
feel sorry for him anymore. 

“Search for Somu and that 
fellow!" Jose was ordering the 
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two men. 


want them found by 
this evening!” 


‘The two men went out. 


“ ‘hat were those papers 
about?” Suresh asked 





Wu saw those crates out 
0?" Jose asked. 

* nodded Suresh, “They 
were filled with planks of 
wood.” 

“You see,” explained Jose, “I 
am a brilliant scientist. Yes, I 
am! [am not boasting. But who 
recognizes me here? I am paid 
peanuts in the institute where | 
work. So I have become a con- 
duit for smugglers. Ah, I see! 
You don't understand. Come 
closer.” 














uresh got up, and sat next 
to Jose. 

“[ have a vast criminal not~ 
work,” explained Jose, “And I 
know of every way and method 
to smuggle goods in and out of 
this country. So people who 
need to smuggle things in and 
out, come to me. I doit for them, 
and they pay me a small fee.” 











Suresh’s eyes went round, 
and his mouth made an ‘0’ in 
wonder. 

“This time,” said Jose, “A 
well-known scientist at a space 
centre in our country, wants me 
to smuggle certain important 
papers out. And now, I've lost 
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them to Somu and Dinesh! The 
rascals! I'll kill them! 


A‘ yan woke up. A thin 
treak of light had crept 
through the tiny window of the 
little basement room that was 
his prison, He was afraid. Ter 
ribly afraid, Adityan had often 
done work for Jose in his smu 

gling network. But now, he 
wanted to get out of it 

Jose had been very angry 
when he'd told him that, He ha 
threatened Adityan and had or- 
dered him to scare those people 
out of Waterview House. 

‘That's why he'd scared those 
kids telling them that the house 
was dangerous. After that, he'd 
begged Jose, “I'l not tell anyone 
about you. Please let me g° 

But Jose had only laughed 
loudly and said, “Somu! Throw 
this fool into the basement!” 

It was more than a week 
since he had been here. He saw 
only the old woman who 
brought him food and led him to 
the toilet next door. He was 
helpless, 

Adityan groaned in despair 
as he rested his head on his 
kneos. 




















SRILATHA DHAR 

Next issue : WILL 
ADITYAN EVER ESCAPE 
JOSE'S CLUTCHES? 


| PUZZLE = 
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CRICKET FEVER 


There are twelve words pertaining to cricket in the grid below, 


Can you spot them? 





All the best! 


X MB Y BN NM Z 


s 


APVAAEGODOV F 


BX 


TTAGCBT Y 


N Ss KO TA EM 


z 
TEENMTAS LE P 


zBOKAFZOL Y X 


U 
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Pp 


on Y J TFL 
L 
TCH 


—EYRWNKM VG 


Y NO 


mMTK EP EX CK XL 


o GPM tL P 


u BENS JRODAM T 


NMEZ2T2Z2COG2ZA 
TCP Y K W 


E sz: E 


c K ET 
WwtL NFA 


K PR TROX TMS X 


K 


c GJ0Ox —EOE Y MY 


bY RO bn TZ 


PAC EODRVtLBWM 


Compiled by 


1, and Krishna, Std V, 


Bhavan’s Sri Ramakrishna Vidyalaya, 


Oruganti Sarath, Std. VI 
Hyderabad. 








Solution on page 94 
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{ MY STORY ] 





| THERADIO | 


ven before we were in- 
vented men have always 
wished to send informa: 


tion over long distances, To do 
this they shouted across val- 
leys, made smoke signals like 
the Red Indians did, lighted 
beacons to warn approaching 
ships or beat drums in the 
jungles. Increasing world 
populations and trade, put an 
even greater strain on existing, 
means of communication 
Something had to he done to 





Hetto! 





roliove this strain, 

The first step towards our 
creation started in the year 
1879, in London. A man called 
Edward Hughes (using 
receiver he himself had made), 
listened to ‘CLICK’ sounds 
made by a transmitter in his labo- 
ratory, from a building near-by. 











ght more years passed 
before a German, Hienrich 








Hertz, made an experiment 
using a simple apparatus, with 
just two Lyden jars (something 
which can store up an electric 
charge). Hertz put a Lyden jar 
on one side of the room, and a 
second jar on the opposite side 
of the room. Each jar had a 
small spark-gap connected 
across its metal coatings. Now 
came one of the most impor- 
tant moments in our history 
When Hertz electrically 
charged one jar, a spark 
jumped across its spark-gap. 
Almost instantly a spark 
crackled across the spark-gap 
of the other jar, This proved 
that radio waves existed and 
could be transmitted 
space without wires. 




















‘twas in 1896 that the young 

Italian Guglielmo Marconi, 
made radio transmissions over 
great distances a real possibi- 
lity. 
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On May 17th 1897, Mareoni 
made a trial transmission from 
Lavernock Point to Flat Holm 
Island, oight miles away. 

Although the British 
Government did not back Ma 
coni, other wealthy people wer 
willing to do so. He was offered 
£15,000, and a half share in a 
company, to promote his work 
and inventions. In December 
Marconi sent signals from 
South Foreland lighthouse, 
to the lightship called East 
divin. 4 distaneo of twelve 
























miles away. For two years, this 
radio link between lighthouse 
and lightship was maintained. 
Because of this, several ships 
were prevented from sinking, 








and a number of lives saved. 
The radio had commenced to 
save life and props 





n December 12th 1901, 

Marconi was in New- 
oundland to personally receive 
radio messages sent from 
Cornwall in England, 2170 
niles away. The recieving 
aerial was suspended from a 








kite flying at a height of 500 
feet. The Atlantic had now been 
spanned by radio, Another dis- 
covery was made during these 
tests — radio signals could be 
transmitted much further by 
night than by day 

The interest in radio was by 
now widespread, Many inven- 
tors began to work on it. In 
1903, Sir Amrose Fleming in 
vented the diode, and later Lee 
de Forest developed a triode. 
Both these inventions helped us 
become what we are today, By 
1913, the entire world was 
linked by radio. 


n 1910, Doctor Crippen was 
Donved by the Scotland Yard 
for the murder of his wife. Crip- 
pen tried to escape the law by 
sailing to Ireland on the liner 
MONTROSE. The captian of 
the MONTROSE became suspi 
cious and sent a radio message 
to England, Inspector Dew of 





























the Scotland Yard quickly 
reached Ireland, fed Crip- 
pen and took him back to 
England, Since those days, the 
radio has often been used to 
bring evil-doers to justice, 








hen the liner TITANIC 

was ripped by an iceberg, 
her senior radio officer Jack 
Phillips stayed at his radio, 
sending'SOS" messages until he 
went down with the ship. He 
started the “TITANIC 
‘Tradition’ which says that as 
long as the radio works, the 





a 
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radio officer will 
stick to his post, 
even to the ex- 
tent of going 
down with his 
ship, 


he prin- 

ciple of the 
adio was used 
tofind thedepth 
of oceans. In 
1939,Sir Robert 
Watson noticed 
strange echoes on his 
recoiver whenever aircraft 
r it. He wondered 
‘This led to his 








passed ov 
what caused it, 
invention — the first radar set 
Now radios have become more 
and more compact, Police bikes 
and ambulances are fitted with 
both a transmitter and a 
Rockets and satellites 
sniided by radio, There are 






































huge radio-telescopes that 
probe the depths of outer space 
and also track satellites. 

Our story goes on from one 
exciting chapter to even more 
amazing ones, Only a hundred 
yoars have passed since that 
story began, One wonders what 
narvels are yet to come. 
‘Text and illustration : 

DISNEY 











Farmer + What are you 

thal tree y 

Naughty Shiva : One of your ap: 
and 1 











ples fell dows, 


back! 





Raywlins Ste 
aged Ly 
uel = 500 00 


SONY 











aw! 
Q: How will you separate a 

mixture of sugar and sand? 
A: Spread the mixture on 








the floor. The ants will take 
away the sugar, leaving the 
sand, 


Urvaksh M. Mehtha, aged 11, 
Shahabad - 585 229. 
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FEEDBACK — 


EH Iam thecut- 
out doll, 
Sudha. | appeared 
in the January 
issue of ‘Gokulam 
A copy of that 
magazine fell into a 
pair of eager hands 
on the 23rd of 
De ber. The 
hands belonged to a 
girl called Kannal. 
She was very ex- 
cited to see me, She 
at once set to work 
on me. The uniform 
came first, She ad- 
mired me wearing cut-out to draw 
it. Next came the onthe cards. All her 
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box. Early the next 
morning her 
friends came and 
admired me. Some 
begged Kannal to 
make a doll for 
them too, So she 
traced out some 
new dolls for them, 
and some dresses 
too. 

‘The next day, 
Kannal’s mother 
asked her to make 
some greeting 
cards for the new 
year. Kanal used 














































































smashing, I can tell loved it, 

you! T am not boast- TO YOU the way, 

ing. Really! is going to 
But most of all, I — get a very big 





enjoyed the ghagra choli surprise when she reads this 
nal took out her own ghagra letter of mine in the next issue, 
choli and used the same bright She will soon guess that it is her 
colourson my dress, Wearingit, doll, Sudha who has written it! 
I looked like a little prines 











Kannal Achuthan, aged 13, 
I ater that day, she made a Holy Cross Anglo Indian 
nightdress for me. I slept 





Hr. Sec. School, 
blissfully in a small cardboard ‘Tuticorin. 













Q: When can't you eat an orange? 
A-:When itis a juice! 


P.A. Syed Ameen, aged 16, 
Vaniyambadi. 
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* Sikkanth of our stoi 

‘at the Book Fat 
jhe month of January wel- 
comed the annual Madras 
ir. This time, there was 
a new participant. You guessed 
it! It was ‘Gokulam’ along with 
its group magazines Kalki, 
Mangayar Malar and Gokulam 
(Tamil) 





IN THE NEWS— 


The latest and back issues of 
all these magazines were on di 
play and on sale too! 

To make the Book Fair days 
exciting and special, the stall 
had several celebrities visiting 


CORUM 
AT THE 
BOOK FAIR 


ivasankari (a well-known 
South India), Gopulu 
(a cartoonist and artist) K. 
Balachander ( a film director) 
and Vairamuthu (a Tamil Poet). 

But our first famous visitor 
to the stall was Krishnam: 
chari Srikkanth, the cricketer. 
Groups of children (and adults) 
came flocking to see him and get 
autograpl 




















. 
Photo by : Balaji 








Diner : There is a button in my 
‘salud, 

Waiter : [t must have fallen off 
while the salud was dressing! 


D. Anitha, aged 13, 
Madras - 600 O14. 


fh. 





be Ge 


Ram : Have you ever seen a man: 
ating tiger? 
‘Shyam : No, but Ihavescen a man 
eating chicken. 
Royston Affonso, aged 14, 
Bombay -500 058. 
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Pages 10/ 5) The body ofa Zebra 
Hey Diddle Riddle! pipetted that 


7) It's right leg is a horse's, 
§) The beast has got the 
ail of a fish 





Page 87 
CRICKET FEVER 


JUMBLE-BEAST! 
The jumble beast has — 
1) The head of a duck 
2) The horns of a cow 
3) A lion's mane 

4) The feet and paws 




















Cannibal prince : Am I too 
late for dinner? 

Cannibal king : Yes. 
Everybody's eaten. 





Rawlins Steve Murthy, 
aged 14, 
Secunderabad - 500 003. 





*Pomagetor VIP 


VIEWPOINT 


Dear Eaitor, 
Wis said th 
look after the weeds oF the people. But when 
1 awinister comes to the city, the 
stopped till the 1 
Sight, This causes lo 





nisters ate elected to 


raft is 
nistcr bas gone out of 





confusion. Traffic 





is delayed and people are inconvenienced 
Why do the police stop traffic like that? Is 
the minister greater than the people who 





lected 
Ramya 8. aged 14, 
St. Joseph's Matriculat 





Dear Editor, 
1 completely agree with R. 
(December "93 ise) that govern 
ate used for ws 

the 
personal use, thinkin 


ister» alone who do this. Govern: 





Mt officers too, use these vehicles for 
hat the world as 








copious pettol resources. 
M.Saravanan, 
Madras - 600 07%, 


Dear Editor, 
©, Lagree with R. Sin, It will be good. 
ifthe P.M. requests his nin 





K.L. Apa 
Shi Neh 





Dea Editor, 


Sb am a ree 
‘Gokulam’. 
criticising our country inthis cokarnn. Can’? 


tur reader of 





[always see reader's letters 
they write 60 : 
R. Prashas 
Sri Sankar 


latory letters to 
aged 1, 
Vidyalaya, 


















ae 
er 





Dear Editor 
& Recently in our city 
order was released sa 
wheeler rider should wear # helmet. This 
fn hot weather, a hel- 
hairstyles to, 


# government 





ig every two: 


rule fs inconvenie 





is uncomfonable. I ri 

"they extend this rule to lorry 

id car drivers? Don't they have 
1d to be protected too? 

Samson N. Sachin, 

Hangalore, 





Dear Editor, 





Every morning when I wake up, Hear 




















thy temple 
‘nared on loudspeakers, These devo: 





fonal songs are sung to the tunes of popular 
nove its. 
‘This should be put 10a stop as it i not 
good taste 
Gotu Vipol Bhasin, aged 13, 
Gwalior. 





You haven't given your addresses, 
Suchin and Bhasin. Please send it to ws. 
Ed. 


Dear Editor, 
TL want to try answer Karuma’s 
(lanuary °94 issue) question. Films are a 
very major source of entertainment for ws 
‘Youth are very moch influenced by them 
“They try to imitate the goondaism so ach 
ised in movies these days. They 
t to think they have to oppose every 






‘As forthe question of India’s future, liquids 

take the shape of the container into whic 

they are poured. Students should be set a 

good example by out law-makers and our 
movie-niaker. 

Kavitha Krishnan, aged 

Goa 403) 











Dear Editor, 


I completely disagree with R. Priya 
(November °93 issue). Beggars cannot be 
tanned” like that. A “Beggar Association” 
can be formed which wil help them stand 
‘their fect. They can sake handicrafisand 
tip in small industries. 
RS. Ram, aged 18, 
Tanjore 613 001. 


_Dear Editor, 
‘© This is with reference to R. Amrutha’s 
letter (December '93 issue. 

(One of the main reasons for India’s deplet- 
ing forest wealth is our ‘tree policy’, orlack 
of it, We don’t planta trce for each one we 
‘The “green rule” should be enforced strictly. 
V.Madhotika, 

Madras - 600 004, 





eat Editor, 
Destroying tees is a major problem. 
The government does not punish ree-fellers 
adequately. Ifthe one killed was a human 
boeing (and not a tre), the gully would be 
given a death sentence. But in the case of a 
ince, the guilty people go scot free. Only the 
tnve is dead forever, 

Because of indiscriminate felling of tes, 
several species of ces and animals are be~ 
coming extinct 

(Canada has ancfective watch-system. They 
Inve a sophisticated and efficient system to 
guard tres and animals 














Gishu R. Pillai, 
“Thane - 400 605. 
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SOME MEN ARE BORN TO ENJOY THE 
EXQUISITE THING IN LIFE: 


Praveph 


Shirts & Trousers. 
Only at 


41-42, Bhalya Complex, 
286, Purasawalkam High Road, 


‘Madras - 600007, Phone : 6428986 





